100	MEMOIBS   OF BACHEL.
refrained from attempting to show to the memory of Corneille
a homage that in that deserted house was equivalent to an
insult. It was not until the year 1844, when Mademoiselle
Rachel was in Paris, that the celebration of this day was reg-
ularly instituted.
The reappearance of Mademoiselle Rachel in September
was effected very quietly, without any of the usual attempts
to insure a brilliant reception. Her friends argued very judi-
ciously that these efforts should be reserved for the cases in
which they were really necessary, but that in the present one
the fame the actress had acquired abroad heralded with suffi-
cient kclat her appearance at home. "Whenever signs of cool-
ness were visible on the Parisian horizon, the tongues of rumor
were set to work to excite a new sensation; puffs, bulletins,
private correspondence published for the benefit of the public,
&c., &c., all the resources of the art of getting up an excite-
ment, were made use of.
The tragedy of " Fred^gonde et Brunehaut" of Mr. Lemer-
cier was announced as being in rehearsal, and excited great
expectations from the opinion then prevailing that the role of
Fridegonde was particularly well adapted to Rachel's powers.
This was a great mistake. JRachel had been all her life the
organ of the great classic poets; accustomed to the majesty,
the measured dignity, the pomp and grandeur ,of the sonorous
Alexandrine, her clear, distinct enunciation brought out every
beauty in bold relief, but, unfortunately, it did the same with
every fault. She had not acquired the art of disguising er-
rors, strengthening weak points, and gliding over unpardona-
ble ones, of concealing under the warmth and vivacity of de-
livery the meagreness of the author's style. The wretched
poetry of "Fr&ie'gonde" was absolutely unbearable uttered by
the lips of Mademoiselle Rachel; and this attempted resurrec-
tion added a third failure to the unfortunate experiments of
this year. Yet the subject of this tragedy was one that offer-
ed abundant materials to a clever pen. Modern authors con-
tinue to seek in the worn annals of Greece and Rome their
plot and dramatis persons, neglecting the inexhaustible stores
the history e£,iheir own* country afibrds; and when they do
attempt any one of its fertile subjects, there seems to1>e a fa-

